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Fun Week by Week. 


By tHe Party ON THE Sport. 


Wednesday.—Went to Bournemouth to assist Mr. R. B. C. Scarlet 
to give away a large piece of his estate to the Boscombe district of 
ice place Boscombe—went for a bathe!) Off to 
Glasgow next and heard Mr. Campbell-Bannerman’s version of the 
Liberal party. Of course, ‘Codlin is the friend, not Short ’’—but 
which is Codlin and which is Short, and how many of each of them 
Rosebery? Bannerman? Harcourt? 


Bournemouth. 


are there, may I ask? 
Morley ? ? ? 





LET ’EM ALL COME. 


When the politician’s twaddlin’ 
In a suitable resort, 

Why, of course, “‘ the friend is Codlin,” 
And, of, course, it isn’t Short ; 

But there are among these godlin(g)s 
(If you trust to the reports) 

Such a precious lot of Codlins— 
Such a plethora of Shorts! 


Pushed on North and joined in the festivities at Balmoral to cele- 
brate the capture of Pretoria. Usquebach and bonfires till all 
hours, 


Thursday.—Took King Oscar safely across to Paris and saw him 
pleasantly and comfortably settled there betore rushing to St. 
Andrews to see the golf championship played off. J. H. Taylor’s 
win, “and very pretty to see.’ Took Sir F. R. Wingate (the 
Sirdar) to Balmoral, but couldn’t stay to dinner myself. 


Friday.—Divided the day between the Royal Horse Show at 
Richmond and Mr. Norten’s café chantant at the Carlton Hotel. 
Enjoyed the latter immensely, but these things do clear you out ! 
The café chantant not a bit like the real thing, of course—and 
perhaps just as well. 


COMPABISON, 


For the merry café chantant, 
I’ve a cheerful admiration, 

And I quite excuse the bon-ton 
When they give an invitation 
(And with “ gentlemen in kharki” 
I’ve a sympathy extensive)— 
But the true thing is more larky, 

And it isn’t so expensive. 

















Unless 


JUNE 19, 1900. 


Saturday.—Went on the river. (Whata crush it is now-a-days— 
very different when I was young !) Mr. Kensit gave a performance 
at St. Paul’s. 


TASTE, 


However to the dense it 
Appears a hard condition, 
The faithful Mr. Kensit 
Has made his exhibition ; 
His conduct some have banned it, 
While others good admit it, 
A lot of them can stand it 
And some of them Ken-sit it ! 


Dined with Sir Henry Irving, Mr. Choate, Mark Twain, Mr. Pinero, 
and others (coupled with the name of Mr. D’Oyley Carte in the 
chair) at the Savoy Hotel. 


Monday.—Never felt so het in all my days! Perspired at ever 
pore and then there weren’t enough pores to do the work! Too 
King Oscar to dine with President Loubet and Madame—had a 
charming time. Finished at Berlin, where I took the Kaiser to the 
Mikado performance, conducted by Sir Arthur Sullivan in person. 
Introduced the latter to the Kaiser. They had a striking conversa- 
tion. Sir Arthur speaking for Londoners in a touching—and very 
courageous—fashion. 


Tuesday.—Still pretty hot. Thunderstorm or two in London. 
A. few soldiers killed at Aldershot. Went to Miss Goschen’s 
wedding. Coolin church. Too hot to attend breakfast. Took 
King Oscar for a trip down the Seine on a steam-launch instead. 
Very pleasant and cool, and river looking its best, but Paris just as 
hot as London. Helped Lord Euston to lay the foundation stone 
of the Euston Variety Theatre (high-polite for music hall). Heard 
Jean de Reszke make his first ap nce this season. N’yum! 
The post-office at itslarks again! Latest improvements—the ‘late 
fee’ boxes abolished in the city | and all letters to be posted half- 
an-hour earlier for the night mails. Ha! ha! (This is a bitter 
laugh of impotent derision.) 


RESIGNATION, 


The Post Office Esc rr allow 
The people a singular boon, 

Your letters and papers you now 
Must post half-an-hour too soon ; 
Remonstrance, of course, is in vain; 

And fairy experienced folks 
Sigh, “ The P.O. is at it again 
With one of its practical jokes!” 


Tue Srorrer, 
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“ALDERMAN AND SHERIFF SIR W. P. TR-L-R. 

















Mafeking. 


WITH APOLOGIES TO THE P—tr L—r—rv. 


Howt! British Lions, howl! 

Isn’t it rough on Pow’ll 

To put him cheek by jowl 
Thus with the masses ? 

 All,”” quoth the Laureate bard 

Equally credit shared 

When to ‘* B.P.”’ compared 
Most men are asses— 

**Cecil,”’ we grant did shine 

(Cecil sounds well in line), 

When C.O.’s drew it fine 
With commissariat ; 

He’d filled his purse before 

So he boughié plenteous store, 

Rice, biscuit, beef (and more 
Curry to vary it). 

But when his store was spent 

(No need to say, it went), 


Jaws stopped and brows were bent 


Stalwart men brooded; 
When the last ox had died, 


Thought they, with hunger tried, 


‘* Would the foe get inside 
Ere the next food did?” 


Then to the rescue came 

He whom our poets misname 

‘* Powell of endless fame ”’ 
(Why drop the Baden ?) 

Taking the man in hand, 

Brought he with magic wand 

Food from the desert sand, 
Tables were laden. 

"Tis not by Art alone 

Of cooking skin and bone 

That men have greater grown, 
Doesn’t it strike them ? 

But when you’ve fried your cat 

In paraffin (or rat) 

His power in spite of that 
To make us like them— 

See him in twilight dark 

Fire the electric spark, 

Clean to the soaring lark 
Blowing the foemen. 

Then, on his way to mess, 

Dash off six wires express, 

Plan a new scouting dress 
Fit for the yeomen— 

See him return at noon 

Test the mule-soup with spoon 

Jot down a new-made tune 
Fresh from a sally. 

Then to his club drop in, 

Cast a new steam-engin’, 

Rakin’ the blacks and in- 
Struct the new ballet. 


Two skins of horses take, 

Mules-feet and locust cake, 

Problem—nice brawn to make 
On the Sahara— 

Yet ‘‘ B.P.’s”’ skill was such 

He made it fit to touch, 

Could ‘‘ Cecil ” do so much, 
Or Lady Sarah ? 

She can dress heads, no doubt 

Manage a (garden) rout, 

But when you’ve been without 
Meat, drink, or washing, 

Could she, or any one, | 

Do what “‘ B.P.”’ has done, 

Keep up the fire and fun, 
Cheery and dashing ? 

Cook, captain, engineer, 

Statesman, financier, 

Delver and gardener, 
Painter and poet ! 

Lives there his like in song, 

If I’m not very wrong 

Not fora cent’ry long, 
Alfred! you know it 
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To Cynthia. 


(A Love Sonc—Arrer READING THE 


Wark News.) 


CynTuiA, whose wit and airy grace, 
Whose captivating form and face 
Make you the most divine of maids, 
You bring battalions and brigades 
Of charms, enough to overthrow 
And rout the most determined foe. 


A hardened cynic, I was sure 

That my entrenchments were secure, 
With outworks never found at fault 
I scorned the prospect of assault ; 

I jested, flirted, laughed, and danced 
In safety—until you advanced. 


Frontal attacks from your brown eyes 


I might have ventured to despise, 
But when, with your strategic wiles, 
You on another turned your smiles, 
I turned and tried in vain to flee, 
This flanking movement did for me. 


Escape was hopeless, foiled in fact 
Thus by your tactics and your tact, 
Although I gallantly contested 

The fight, yet here I am invested, 
Not even sure, my crowning grief, 
That I am anxious for relief. 


ALFRED COCHRANE. 








More Appropriate. 


[Justice Grantham, sitting in the 


Queen’s Bench recently, appeared in his 
scarlet robes, in celebration of the suc- 
cesses of Lord Roberts and his troops. } 


To honour our brave men 
It showed his red-iness, 
But yet it’s strange that he- 
In khaki didn’t dress! 








Spring-Cleaning. 


In the spring a housewife’s fancy 
Firmly turns to thoughts of soap, 
And if hubby has a chance he 
For a few days ‘‘ does a slope.” 











Kruger on the Wing. 


Fy away, Kruger, into the blue 
Distance, and Tommy will follow— 
Undone the deeds that you vowed you 

would do: 
Even to friends you can never be true. 
Fly away, treacherous swallow. 


Fly away, Kruger, and look for the sun 
Of fortune, and gather your honey, 
Leave all your dupes to pay up for your 

fun, 
Keep a whole skin and look after Al, 
Take care of yourself and your money. 


Fly away, Kruger, fate’s turning a page 


In your history—and more has to 
follow— 
Perhaps you’ll be captured and put in a 
cage, 
And “ Bobs” will but smile at your im- 
potent rage, 
You psalm-chanting, treacherous 
swallow. 
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She (pensively).—‘* Do you believe in the transmigration of souls?” 
He (thinking of his dinner ).--‘‘1 don’t know; I like the old way of serving 
them up—fried with anchovy sauce best—don’t you?” 


The Gal He Left Behind 
Him. 
(Mr. Kruger says that his wife is “a 
brave woman.’’] 


Mrs. K., he says, is ‘* brave,” 
But I fancy she’s a slave 
To K., who has a temper of his own; 
And he’s one who likes to rule, 
He’s as stubborn as a mule, 
And such are very apt to “ pick a bone.” 


When there’s anything goes wrong— 
When the coffee isn't strong, 
Or his fav’rite pipe won’t very freely draw, 
Why, I think it’s safe to say 
That he has a nasty way 
Of putting all the blame upon his 
“squaw ”’! 
Perhaps, when he thought of “‘ Bobs,’ 
And with anger his heart throbs, 
He gives his dame a good “bit of his 
mind.” 
So, although it mayn’t leak out, 
I have very little doubt 
She’s jolly glad that he left her behind ! 











Amateur Nurses. 


(Sir J. Farley, Chief Commissioner of 
the Red Cross Society, has written to 
the Cape Times expressing his apprecia- 
tion of the work done by women who 
are not professional nurses. | 


No more need they their anger nurse, 
There services were not a curse, 
But a blessing it seems, though Treves 
A very diff’rent yarn still weaves. 








Lord Roberts and the 
Baby. 


Wo, sed John, was full of plunder? 
Ain't yer made an orful blunder ? 
Bare yer ‘eads an’ stand an’ wonder, 
You uz calls us brooty. 

Ain’t yer judgment slightly partial ? 
Bet yer life it’s all a farce, yer’ll 
Never meet a kinder Marshal :— 
Yet yer calls uz looty. 


Get yer Testament an’ read it, 

Pratin’ Frenchmen, for yer need it; 

An’ when yer meet th’ passage heed 
it: 

Where HE bless’d the youngsters. 

Cast yer eyes into Pretoria, 

Ther’s a fine example for yer, 

Jesus Christ, we wud assur’ yer, 

As followers amongst us. 


When yer feels inclin’d for sketches 
Stop depictin’ uz as wretches ; 
It’s an influence thut stretches 
Right across th’ ages. 
When yer teach yer “ kids” thur A B, 
Want a nice engravin’, ny! be, 
Sketch Lord Roberts an’ th’ baby, 
An’ stamp it on th’ pages. 

JosePH E. Ray. 
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Krugerean. 
THERE was an old mar of Pretoria, 
Who was cheeky and fought Queen 
Victoria. 
When he cried out—’Tis sin! 
Then boned all the tin, 
And bolted away from Pretoria. 
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lst Bohemian.—‘' Have you got an odd pair of trousers to lend us, old man?” 






































2nd Bohemian (referring to his only pair).—‘‘ Yes, a devilish odd pair!” 











The Boxers. 


JOHN CHINAMAN :— 


ComE alongee, whitee manee ! 
Chinamanee proudly callee ! 
Boxee Johnee, if you canee, 


Johnee make you singee smallee. 


Johnee sly as any foxee, 
Johnee know the way to boxee, 


Johnee mean to thrashee allee. 


Johnee takee 
Every cakee 


Come alongee, do not waitee ! 
Whitee manee Johnee hatee, 


Johnee sayee, 


Go awayee ! 


Still the whitee manee stayee ! 
Thinkee Johnee only playee, 
Whitee manee will not go— 
Talk is allee Tommy rottee, 
Johnee mean to make it hottee 
For his whitee-devil foe |! 
Chinamanee stand alonee 
Fightee Europe, on his ownee ! 


Yankee Doodle on his 
Thinks it time that 


ony 
e began ; 


So to China Yankee hurry, 
Europe scurry, Europe flurry, 


gut they'll find it doesn’t worry, 


; 
Sie 


k and solemn Chinaman! 


JOHN But (to the Powers) :— 


We must stop this Yellow Terror; 
More delay would be an error, 

There can be no doubt of that! 
When the Tartar proves a Tartar, 
You must be a Christian martyr, 

Or must stamp the Tartar flat. 
Back to back, Sirs, we must stand, 
Sure of foot and hard of hand, 

If we’d crush this rebel band 

Ere the Chinese Empire rises! 
Mutual jealousies must pack 
If we’d meet their fierce attack ; 
For if they're not beaten back 

There will be some grim surprises. 
Champions of the Faith we'll be; 
‘‘Champions”’ first, as you'll agree, 
We must fight for libertee, 

And for property and culture! 
For if championship should fail, 
No restraint will then avail, 
Europe would at China sail 

Like a fierce and hungry vulture! 
Therefore, let us work together, 
Birds of quite another feather! 


THE Powers (to Each Other) :— 
Bull is right, we must not palter 
With this question ; if we falter 

China will be rent in twain! 

All the world will rush to share it 


Bull will “‘ bull,’’and Russia “ bear”’ it! 
While the world protests.in vain. 
Therefore, let us face these curs, 
Show that Europe still prefers 
To be mistress, when she stirs, 
From her diplomatic slumber. 
Let us show them, though we’re few, 
What the white man still can do 
’Gainst a rabble horde or two, 
Spite their rage and spite their 
number ! 
So, united let us be, 
Let the Yellow heathen see 
White with white can still agree 
When thecry’s ‘‘ Concerted Action!” 
Let them learn that when we say :— 
‘‘ Back!’ they’ve only to obey, 
For it is the only way 
We can crush this Boxer faction ! 
For we've got to crush them, whether 
One by one or all together! 


JOHN Buut (to Chinaman) :— 


Guard yourself, then, Master Boxer, 
Europe’s riled when Asia mock’s her, 

As I’m sure you ought: to know! 
Fisticuffs we value highly, 

But when the Celestial wily 

Takes to boxing, he must go! 

On your guard, then, you must learn, 
Though with valour you may burn 
You will really never earn 

Any kudos as a pug, Sir! 

Put your mawleys up, I pray, 
For we do not mean to play, 
We mean business, man, to-day, 

Up, then, guard your ugly mug, Sir! 
You’ve to learn how white men fight, 
Hitting left and hitting right, 
Hitting out with all their might, 

Still, they’re ever on their guard, 

man ! 

And I fear before we’ve done, 

You will want to cut and run, 

Brutal murder may be fun, 

But you'll find that fighting’s hard, 

man ! 

There, Sir, there ! Now tell us whether 

You are glad we've met together. 


(Left fighting it owt.) 


Celestial China. 


Cu1INna’s murderous raid 
Out of bounds hath strayed, 
And the Powers have gone to “‘ Boxer.” 
Doth she appear dismayed, 
Or just a bit afraid ? 
Only when the Maxims doth confront her. 


Sa ——— 


Kruger’s Bunk. 


WHEN Roberts neared their last strong- 
hold, 
Kruger was seized with funk, 
So Kruger collared all the gold, 
And Kruger did a bunk. 


The Old Man likes his “‘ pound of flesh,” 
He also likes his skin, 

So he bunked ere our soldiers fresh 
With victory poured in. 





Therefare men would have faced it out 
But Uncle’s*not that man, 

When he smells there’s danger about, 
To back out is his plan! 
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THE BOXERS. 


COMMON PERIL DICTATES THE CORDIAL CO-OPERATION OF THE POWERS. 
(Fo SCartoon Verse: "eee pare 196.) 
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The “Pun” Club. 
PIRST MEETING. 
[Nore :-—Our attention has of late been often and seriously drawn 


s 
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: 
3 
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surprised to meet a Labour Mé the “ United Service,” 
ora Publican at the “Athenzum.” It has been well said that half 
the world is unaware how or where the other half lives ; and it is 
unquestionably a fact that the “ Upper Ten” isso far removed from 
the rgaze that it’s condition, social and economic, isas unknown 
man in the street as that of its great rival, the ‘‘ Submerged 
Tenth.” This being so, it has occurred to us that what is really 
wanted to set matters straight and to introduce the classes to the 
masses, is aclub where all men may meet on equal terms, and we 
have, therefore, founded the “Fun” Club, which will in future 
meet every Tuesday amid the Corinthian columns of this journal. 
The entrance fee will be one penny, payable in advance, and every- 
one will be eligible. There will be no forms to go through, no rules 
to be obeyed, no committee to mismanage, no black balls of 
rejection, no fuss of any kind or description. The greatest 
geniuses, and otherwise, of the day will be permanently in attend- 
ance to survey the political situation from China to Pretoria, and to 
discuss things in general to their and their hearers’ mutual 
advantage. No social formality will be allowed. The Poet will 
hobnob with the Peer, and the Bookmaker with the Bishops. 
Persons of no importance whatever will be allowed to slap 
Personages on the back, and to call them by their christian names 
with impunity. Jack will be as good as his master, and perhaps a 

ood deal better, and the result will, we firmly believe, be such a 

east of Reason and such a flow of soul that we shall soon count 
among our members the inhabitants of the entire civilised worid 
—Editor of Fux.) 

“Fun” Club was one blaze of light. Merry laughter rippled 
aoa on the air, and the air was a popular (concert) one, and was 
played by Paderewski in his own inimitable manner. The room 
was crowded, Crowned Heads flirted on the staircase, and the 
cloak-room was positively heaped with coronets. Fun was in 
the chair, in his Sunday motley and in the best of tempers, 
surrounded by the world’s notables. Conversation was, of course, 
general; if anything, perhaps a little too “‘ general,” for the talk 
was mostly of ‘“ Bobs” and Kitchener and Baden-Powell. Pro- 
Boers kept well in the back ground and whispered treason to each 
other below their breath, and it was noticed that Mr. Leonard 
Courtmey wore chain armour. Dan Leno was heard discussing 
secret-police matters with the Russian Ambassador, while Herbert 
Campbell and Jean de Reszke talked “ voice-production.” Mr. 
Kensit was heard ca gona to Cardinal Waashion that the true 
Fathers of the Church were the Pilgrim Fathers, while Lord Rose- 
bery played “odd man out” with Dr. Parker. Suddenly a louder 
voice overpowered the hum of general conversation— 

** It’s all Lombard Street to a China Orange,” exclaimed a well- 
known financier, ‘“‘ that if I am fortunate enough to supply the 
Czar with the money he requires 

“He'll have first suck at the orange,” said a distinguished 
diplomatist. ‘‘I heard Colquhoun lecture on Siberia the other 
@vening, and he assured us that the new Russian railway there is 
ry: strategic——"’ 

“ Talking of Colquhoun,” exclaimed an American Visitor, “ how 


— you pronounce your proper names!” 
“Yes,” said Mr. 8. Smith, M.P., “we do; but I am really not 
surprised that we do, considering ! ” 
“You mean?” said the inquiring American. 
“T mean, sir,” said Mr. Smith, “ that as we so seldom have any- 
that is strictly ‘proper’ to pronounce an opinion on, it 
naturally does come strange to us, and we pronounce it accordingly!” 
“I see point, Smith,” said a very distinguished Minor Poet, 
who has of late been anxiously waiting for another Armenian Mas- 
sacre to give him a chance of distinguishing himself; “I see your 
point. I did a little nonsense verse on Colquhoun the other day, 
which I consider rather neat. With your permission I will read it.” 
Permission being granted, the Poet read as follows :— 
“ Said that wonderful traveller, Colauhoun— 
I shall finish the Earth pretty solquhoun ; 
When I've seen all I can 
From Peru to Japan, 
hall start right away for the molquhou 
} » , . } 
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“H’m!” exclaimed Fux, “you read it a little too quickly, a 
verse like that should be taken andanie!” 

“ And talking of Dante-——” said Mr. Alfred Austin 

“ But I wasn’t talking of Dante!” cried Fux, looking very 
severely at his interrupter. 

“ You were not, I c= on gl the Lemuaie mashenes, “ rat 
was! And I maintain, am prepared ure on it in 
America if necessary, that ‘ Danté’s Realistic Treatment of the 
Ideal’ was a dashed sight, if I may so express myself, a dashed 
sight more realistic than Kipling’s treatment of the same subject.” 

“ By-the-bye, Austin,” said Mr. Kipling with an Imperial 
Recessional twinkle in his eye, “‘ who was Dante ?” 

Mr. Austin gasped, and looked appealingly round the room, as if 
to say, “ I thought as much ; and yet he is popular!” 

“ Kipling’s laughing at you, Austin ! ” said Mr. Swinburne spite- 
fully. “ Still, I must say that I agree with you. Kipling’s verseis 
too rough for my taste, much too rough. I like to polish my 
verse.” 

“So doI,” replied Mr. Austin; “‘so do I. I polished off some very 
clever verses the other day—they went something like this :— 


‘* Shout, then, for Mafeking! 
Though Andrew Lang may fling 
Stones at me, I shall sing 
Spite of his banter! 
Singing is not a crime, 
I shall Parnassus climb, 
And (tut! a cockney rhyme) 
Laugh at the ‘ Granta!’” 
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RAILWAY TRAVELLING IN COMFORT. 
A Hist ror THE SummeR HOtmmays. 


Johnson has hit on a brilliant idea for keeping the carriage 
to himself when in the train. He has procured a large edition of 
the squeaking pig (such as may be bought in the streets), and 
carefully disguised it as « baby in arms. When blown out its cries 
are truly awful, and effectually drive away intruders. When not 


1 use it folds up to carry in the pocket. 
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“Yes! I read the verses,” said Mr. Kipling, “and I can’t 

saying that I think Andrew was right. They were a bit fiat, 

that bit about {Cecil — really— you know! Besides, if you 

want to work the patriotic lay this is the kind of thing that 
“«* When yon’ve shouted Rule Brit——’” 

“ Here, I say, dash it all!” shouted Fux, “‘we’ve heard that 
before a thousand times or so.” 

i Let me sing you the chorus, then,” pleaded the Soldier’s Bard, 
with a tear in his eye. “Just the chorus, please ! 

“** Duke’s son, cook’s son——’”’ 

But the club rose as one man, and Mr. Kipling was promptly, 
but gently, conveyed from the room. 

_“ Thank heaven!” murmured Mr. Swinburne, as he saw his only 
rival carried away. “Thank heaven! That young man’s verse 
gets on my nerves to such an extent that I dream of him o’ nights. 
So very crude. Now I have just done a little patriotic thing my- 
self in quite another strain. More polished and neatly turned, and 
all that sort of thing! ”’ 

“‘ Yes, I know,” said Mr. Austin Dobson, “‘ something perfect like 
this—— * 

“ No, not a bit like that,” snapped the Singer before Sunrise, “‘ not 
in the least like it. Mine goes like—a—like—how very annoying, 
I’ve forgotten how it did go. Let me see. ‘London '—no—anyway 
it was something like this. I call it 


“ HysTERIA SYNTAX, 


“London, bedecked with flags, by Jingo! torn to rags, 
Triumphant play the trump that takes the trick ! 
Shout out your blatant glee; and call on Heaven to see 
The pick of London London’s pockets pick. 
If songs you need, your joy to voice, 
You pays your money, and then, you takes your blooming 
choice ! 


40ll chant for you a hymn, involved and fierce and grim, 
To cheer your orgies in the streets o’ nights! 
I'll touch a patriot string, Britannia I will sing, 
Whose barks are worse than other nations’ bites! 
I sing not even of her as they 
Who write their dogg’rel verse and make it pay, pay, pay! 


‘“ Now Austin’s out of breath, and Kipling’s done to death, 
Swinburne, whose spangled syntax throbs and thrills, 
Will gladly see you through each deed of derring-do, 
With sweet and soft alliterative trills ! 
My record’s pretty high, I think, 
I'll paint your town a striking red, or, strike me pink !” 


“ Very pretty, indeed,” murmured Fux ; “ very sweet. Thank you 
very much ! 

‘I think I can remember another verse or two ! ’’ said Mr. Swin- 
burne with a gratified smile. 

“ Not at present! ” hurriedly exclaimed Fun; “‘ enough is as good 
as a feast.” 

‘‘ Anda good deal better,” shouted Sir William Harcourt; “I’m 
sick of the war, and the war poets, and the bunting, and everything. 
I can’t imagine what’s come over the country, I can’t, indeed. 
People don’t even want to hear me!” 

“ Really ?”’ said Lord Rosebery; ‘‘ you don’t say so!” 

“Oh, I do, indeed,” cried Sir William, “and, after all, the War 
will only leave an heirloom of hate——.” 

‘“‘ That reminds me,” exclaimed the American Visitor. ‘ What is 
an heirloom ?”’ 

“An heirloom,” said Lord Peel, bitterly, “is a thing which is 
greatly prized by the junior branch of a noble family, and which is 
sold by public auction by order of the High Court, and, by Jove, sir, 
it’s almost more than I can bear!” 

day uncle,” said Sir Robert, “he’s very upset. It’s as good as 
a Pp y! ” 

“ The play’s the thing! ” quoted Mr. Pinero. 

‘I wish it was!” said Mr. Smith, with a deep sigh. “I wish it 
was! But I’m told that some of the plays are not at all the 
thing!” 

“‘ Shocking!” muttered Mr. John Corlett ; ‘Name! Shame!” 

“ You're too Quixotic, Mr. Corlett!” said Mr. John Hare. 

‘‘You mean Quex-otic,” said the proprietor of the Pink ’Un, 
with a wink. : 

At this moment supper was announced, and the first meeting of 
the Club broke up in admired disorder. 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


Tue Handel Festival takes place this week at the Crystal Palace 


on Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday, each day at 
2 p.m. fo celebrate. British victories in South Africa, the 
selection day, Thursday, will include the triumphal oratorio, 
“ Judas Maccabeus.” 

Mr. Charles Warner the Princess's Theatre last - 
day with Charles Reade’s on of Tennyson's Dora and 
Boucicault’s Streets of London. In the former Mr. Warner plays 


the pathetic old-man , Farmer Allen, whilst in the latter he 
assumes the rdle of , & low comedy character. Mies Grace 
Warner and a powerful company support Mr. Warner in these two 


Mr. Wilson Barrett produces his adaptation of Quo Vadis at the 
Kennington Princess of Wales’ Theatre this week. 


One way of exposing a clever man to ridicule is to allege that he 
excels a foreigner in hisown language. Professor Vambéry isa pro- 
fessor of Turkish, and invariably takes the part of the Sultan in the 
European Press. Inasmuch.as he and the Sultan are very chummy, 
& writer in the Daily Mail states that the professor knows and 
speaks Turkish better than the Sultan himself, but gives no evidence 
in support. This is a new Turkish puzzle for our readers to éxplain 
and expound. 


We regret to hear poor William Harnett Blanch, the writer of 
“The History of Camberwell,” and the founder of the “ Thirteen 
Club,” has gone over to the majority. He had considerable 
practical knowledge of rating, and compiled many pamphlets upon 
the subject. If he had been content to remain as an assistant 
overseer, with its assured and increasing emolument, he could have 
passed a comfortable, albeit humdrum, existence. He chose the 
thorny path of literature, with its disappointments and, for him, 
few rewards. He will be remembered for his genial disposition and 
his “History of Camberwell,” which dilates upon “ beauties,” 
features which only now exist in name in that locality. 








































A Designing Peer, 


Ir appears that a peer of the realm is coming to the front—and, 
we might also add, back—as a designer of shirts for Mr. Tommy 
Atkins, for many of the shirts worn by our soldiers in South Africa 
were designed by Lord Pirbright. It does not sound so incongruous 
that a man of rank should design shirts for a man in the ranks, and 
we should think that Tommy is far from “ shirty” at being, so to 
say, Jord-ed in this manner. : 
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Victory. 


Pretoria falls! Fair peace is now in sight! 
To one great mind the Empire bows its head, 
The veteran strategist with glory bright 
Heroic troops to “ victory’ hath led. 


The welcome we shall give our glorious force 
No Roman triumph greater can have been— 
Showing our vast Imperial resource— 
No warmer fervour than will now be seen. 


When on our marvellous race in thought we dwell, 
From all parts gathering to defend our Queen, 
History tells of no such potent s 
As this ‘“‘ Imperial rally ” that is seen. 


This army represents the vital strength 
And power in action of — force ; 
Displays before the world’s eyes, full length, 
A picture showing of our future course. ; 
Tis proud Britannia’s ardent and trust 
That here her Empire's sons all arrive ; 


. ’er should rust 
P¢pae glowing wokiment tas opt lv. 


An era of the Empire now we found 
In “ Spirit of the Times”: a crowning feat! 
When London’s ringing welcome shall resound 
From our great Sovereign's noble central seat. 


J. H. Oaxtey. 
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A FINANCIAL PROBLEM. 


Wife.—** Really, George, I must have at least three new costumes this summer. My 
dresses are all in rags. I wonder you are not ashamed of my appearance. I am no credit 


to you.” 


Husband.—‘*1 know that only too well, dear. You are a great debit to me.” 








War Notes. | 


Lovis and Christian Botha are Both a 
trouble to us. 


General Buller hung round Laing’s 
Ne(c)k, and throttled it. 


General Kelly-Kenny ordered Knox to 
press on the enemy's outposts, and pre- 
sumably to give them hard Knoz. 


The Boers cut Lord Roberts’ line of 
communication, but had to “‘ cut ’’ away 
immediately. 


General Hunter is busy playing at 
“hunt the slipper,” so to speak, the 
slipper being represented by the slippery 
Boer. 


| 
| 
| 





Too Awful! 


Mother-in- Law (severely, to Son-in-law). 
‘John! I hope you will never get in- 
toxicated again.” 

Son-in-Law (fervently). — ‘‘ Never! 
When I met you in the hall last night I 
thought I had two mothers-in-law ! ”’ 


Plain. 


Shifty.—“ Borrowed money is best 
left alone.”’ 

Sunik.— Well, you always do leave it 
a loan, for you never pay back what you 
borrow.” 


anes 





“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s ” WaAsHERWOMAN, 


Wor befell the Derbyshires is ‘‘ona 
larger scale than I like,” as the man 
sed wen ’e surveyed ’is sixteen-stone 
wife. It appears to me that Buller was 
‘“‘sucked in” wen ’e agreed to a three 
days’ armistice with General Christian 
Botha, who apparuntly acted in a 
rather un-Christian-like manner durin’ 


‘the interval of hosfatalities, or wotever 


you calls it; anyway, ’e didn’t act 
straightforward; but a straightforward 
Boer woud be a rarity. 

“I’m fair sick of it,” as the young 
lady on the steam-boat remarked, but 
there’s no gettin’ away from fightin’. In 
China everythink isin a jolly muddle; an’ 
things ’ave now reached concert pitch, 
for the Kuropean Concert ’as commenced, 
an’ I ’opes that the musicians will play 
in ’armony, but I shouldn’t be surprised 
if some discordant notes was struck. 

Then them Ashantis are givin’ a lot 
of trubble, an’ Kumasi seems ‘‘a ’ard 
road to travel,” lite Jordan. Of course, 
these sort of things are only flea-bites, 
but they’re irritatin’. 

I ’ears that the Paris Exhibishun is a 
great suckcess. I’m glad of it, for it is 
likely to keep the Frenchies out of 
mischief. As matters are, France is 
proud an’ ’appy in ’er peaceful (’er purse 
will be full of ‘ pieces,” too) triumph; 
long may she remain so. 

The Archbishop of Canterbury ’as 
been givin’ Parlyment a smack in the 
eye, cause it don’t put acheck on the 
licker trade. All I can say is, konsi- 
derin’ the state of the weather at the 
present moment, I don’t fancy ‘is 
remarks will “go down” with the 
majority of the publick an’  pub- 
lickans; anyway, as long as_ this 
‘eat larsts I, for one, can’t check the 
licker traffic down my throat. ’Ave you 
got a block of ice to spare? I wants to 
sit down. 

We shall soon ’ave the Khedive ’ere. ’E 
don't seem a bad sort, so give ’im ashout 
shoud you ’appen to ketch site of ’im, it 
will give ’im a good impression of Eng- 
land, an’ we wants all the friends we can 
get ’old of these troublous times. 

Mrs. Ormiston Chant, though ’er name 
sounds moosical, don’t like piano organs, 
"an summonses the grinders wen she gets 
achance. I wonder wot this lady do 
like? Is’pose she don’t even like to ’ear 
Chant-icleer’s voice. 














ANDERSON '’S 


CITY OF LONDON 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


” ” 
” ” 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather.| 


For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


TAN GLOSS, or 


” 


- BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to wear. 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'’S goods, and be sure you get them. 





Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 














